—_—  —— OE Es 


r . —— 992 * 1 „ eee 
Eager 2H hn be bo > — N 5 


* 
- 
* * 
* 
; * 
#>. 
| * 
gr” Wy 
* 
: 
* 
.* 
— 
l = 
By 0 
; - 
O ' : 
L 8 ; 
- FP 
* 
" * 
CY 
= f 
1 
* 
> 
* 
- 
Ls 
= 
„ 
2 
I 
: 41 
: - 
* 
f 
* 


— — 


— — 
* — r FALSE 
* N er 3 <>. ev 2, *<t ee 2 a : ; 

| f F » Aa, %.-* 

\ q ; : 4 . | ; 

. ' 4 » Fo 2 | 
6 0 | 
* 


a. 2 W 


„ ( 2 


PO@OLITECAL ECLOGUE 


— — — — zniſerabile Carmen 
Integrat, & mæſtis late loca queſtibus implet, 


LOND ON: 


Printed for J. DEBRETT, in P1cCADILUY-- 


| M,DCC,LXXXV II. 


ff 1 
: - 
« 
= A 
+ 
» 0 
LY « 
* 
* 
5 
- 
—_ 
* 
* 
. 
— 
« 
* 
\ 
, 
* 
* 
* 
7 
x s 
* 
- 
4 
- 
£ 
* 
* 
* 
* 
. 
7 
* 
+ 
* 
* 
* 
- 
= 
* 
* 
* 
— [ 
: ' 
| — * Mb 2. * * —_ . 
[ " IE L , w_ — — ——— 8928 
a : — ht 5 4 - 1 wy * r 9 1 4 * * 3 1 ö — A * 4 * ö l an _— 7 
ö - PEA m re e 2 — N ; — — — > - — — 5 — | | — — — n | 
g Oy e . þ * — 


ADVERTISEMENT 


IT having been much wiſhed by many, who had ſeen the 
following Poem in Manuſcript, that it might be printed ſe- 


parately as ſoon as poſſible, the Publiſher ſolicited, and had 


the honour to obtain Permiſſion to prepare this early Edi- 
tion; for the Inaccuracies of which, if any ſhould occur, 
he begs leave to offer, as an apology, the unavoidable Diſ- 


patch which he has exerted on the preſent Occaſion. 
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JEKYLL, the wag of law, the ſeriblers pride, 
Calxs to the ſenate ſent—when TownstnD died. 
So LANSDOWN will'd : the old hoarſe rook at reſt, 


A jackdaw-pheenix chatters from his neſt. 


Stateſman, and lawyer now, with claſhing cares, 5 


The' important youth roams thro' the Temple {quares: 
Yet ſtays his ſtep, where, with congenial play, | 
The well-known fountain babbles day by day : 
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The little fountain !'—whoſe reſtricted comtle, h 
In low, faint eſſays owns its ſhallow. ſource. 10 
There, to the tinkling jet le tun'd 115 tongue, | 


While Laxsbown's fame, and Lanspown's fall he ſung... 


Where were our friends, when the remorſeleſs crew 
« Of felon whigs—great LANs PDPOWN's pow'r o' erthrew : 
For neither then, within St. Stephen's wall * 5 

Obedient WEST cor hail'd the T reaſury- call 3. 
Nor treachery then had branded EDEN 's fame, 

« Or taught mankind the miſcreant Mincnin's name. 

“Joyful no more (tho Tou ſpoke ſo long) 

„Was high-born Howanp's cry, or PowNEx's prattling 

+ tome: Fog 8 5 46 

& Vain was thy roar, Manon |—tho' loud and deep; 


Not our own GILBERT could be rous'd from ſleep. 


* No 


1 


% No bargain yet, the tribe of Pulers had made: 


M0 LaxsDows ! ! you fought i in vain ov n MULGRAvE s aids 
25 © MuLonavi—at whoſe harſh ſeream, in wild ſurpriſe, 26 
« The ſpeechleſs SPEAKER lifts his drowſy eyes. 
Ah] hapleſs day! ſtill, as thy hours return, 

c Let Jeſuits, Jews, and ſad Diſſenters mourn! 

Fach quack and ſympathizing juggler groan, 

46 While bankrupt brokers echo moan for moan. PE 8 30 
Ke Oh! much-loy' d peer my patron model friend! 
« How does thy alter d ſtate my boſom rend. | 
6c Alas! the ways of courts are ſtrange and dark ! 


10 pirr ſcarce would make thee now—a Treafury-clerk ! ib 


stung with the maddening thought, his griefs, h his fear 33 


Diſſolve the plaintive counſellor 1 in tears. 


— 5 c How 


1 10 J 
« How oft,” he cries, © has wretched Lanspown ſaid, 
Cure d be the toilſome hours by Pateſmen led | 
Oh! had kind Heaven erdain'd my humbler fate 


« 


A 


A country gentleman's---of ſmall eſtate--- 40 
« Vith Price and PrRIESTLEY, in ſome diſtant grove, 


5 Bleft I had led the lowly life 1 Joue: 


A 
>a 


«© Thou, Pace / had deign d to calculate my flocks ! 
«c Thou, PRIESTLEY ſav' d them from the WOO 8 Haacke, 7 


« U nknown the forms and zempeſts of the Hate 45 


£6 U nfelt the mean ambition ” be great; 3 


— Bowoop' s$ ſhade FR paſt my peaceful days 


Far from the town and its deluſro e Wa vs; 


2 


cc 


The cryſtal brook my bev' rage---and my food 
0 Hips, cornels, baus, and berries of the word.” x0 
«© Bleſt peer | eternal wreaths adorn thy brow ! 


Thou Cincinnatus of the Britiſh plough ! 


E374 
« But, rouſe again thy talents and thy zcal | 
„Thy Sovereign, ſure, muſt wiſh thee Prioy-ſeal. 
Or, what if from the ſeals thou art debarr d? 5 5 
* CHAN pos, at leaſt, he-might for thee diſcard. 

„Come, LAN SDOwW NI come thy life, no more thy own, 

Oh! brave again the ſmoke and noiſe of town: 

For BriTalN's fake, the weight of greatneſs bear, | 

And ſuffer honors thou art doom'd to wear, 60 
To zhee, her Princes, lo ! where InD1a ſends, 

All Bzxe1zLD's here—and there all HasTINGs' friends; 

MacrHERSON—WRAXAaLL—SULLIVAN=--behold ! 

_ Carr---BarwELL---MiDDLETON-=-with heaps of gold! 
Ra Jans---Naz0Bs-=-from Ops Tax JoRE=--ArcoT— 65 
Ad ſee !---(nor, oh! diſdain him !) Major Scor. 

Ah! give the Majoz but one gracious Nod: 
Ev'n PiTT himſelf once deign'd to court the SqQuar. 


B 2 « Oh! 
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B 
« Oh! be it zheirs, with more than patriot heat, 


« To ſnatch thy virtues from their lov'd retreat, 70 


cc Drag thee reluctant to the haunts of men, 


And make thee miniſter - - - Oh! God | but when!“ 


Thus mourn'd the youth— till, ſunk in penſive grief, 


He woo'd his handkerchief for ſoft relief. 
In either pocket either hand he threw-z 5 Ji 75 5 


When, lo !—from each, a precious tablet flew. 


This,—his ſage patron's wond'rous ſpeech on trade : 


This, —his own book of ſarcaſms ready made. 
Tremendous book l thou motley Magazine 


Of ſtale ſeverities, and pilfer'd ſpleen ! „ 0 


Oh! rich in ill !|—within thy leaves entwin'd, 


What glittering adders lurk to ſting the mind. 


Satire's ; 


LW 1 

Satire s Muſeum with Six AsuToN's lore, 
The naturaliſt of malice eyes thy ſtore: 

Ranging, with fell Virtù, his poiſonous tribes 85 
Ot embryo. incers, and animalcule gibes. wg | 

Here Inſet puns their feeble wings expand, 

T 0 ſpeed, in little flights, their lord's command : 
There, in their paper chryſalis, he ſees 
Specks of bon mots, and eggs of repartecs : 90 
In modern ſpirits ancient wit he ſtceps 3 * 

If not its gloſs, the reptile's 8 venom keeps: 

Thy quaintneſs, DuxxIxo! 1 but without thy ſenſe; 1 

And juſt enough of Branchorr, fr offence. 

On theſe lov d leaves : a tranſient glance he threw : J 


95 


But weightier 1 his anxious chene b 


Deep ſenatorial pomp intent to reach, 
With ardent eyes he hangs O er Lanſdown $ 8 
Then, 


E 
ben, loud the youth proclaims the! enchanting words | 


That charm'd the noble natures” of the lords. 100 


« Lot and obſcur d in Bowoov's humble bow'r, 


« I, 0 party 6000 candidate for Po „— 


1 come, my Joins 7 an hermit from my ell, 


TEE few Blunt eras in my plain Pyle 60 tell. 

— Highly 1 praiſe your late commercial plan; - -; Ae 
* ingdoms ſhould all unite—like man and man. 
CL The FRENCH love peace—ambition they ang 


But CurReEURG 's rightful works deny me reſt. 
< With io T fee; neo wealth for BRITAIN SPipp . 


N Lisbox 8 A FROWARD CHILD, AND SHOULD BE WRI P' . 110 


£6 Ye. Pon rect S 0Ur old and beſt all Ss 
« And Gallic faith is but a ſlender tie. 


C 38 J 
« My bras! the manufacturer's a fool ; 
« The clothier, too, knows nothing about wool e 
0 Their intereſts ſtill demand our conſtant care; ” 1 5 
| « Their griefs are mine—their fears a my deſpair. 
My lords | my ſoul is big with dire alarms ; i 
«© Turks, GERMANs, RUsS1ANS, n all in arms l 
A noble Por (T'm proud to call him friend!) 
" Tells me of things —T cannot comprehend. CO 120 
88 N Fur bordſhips hairs world Hand an end to bear 
6 My laſt a; jſpatches from the Grand Viziee: 
« The fears of Darrzrct-nzncnanTs can't be told; 
« Accounts from Cracow make my blood run cold. 
00 The Rate of PorTsMOUTH, and of PLyMouTH Docks,125 
00 "Yo our Trade—your Taxes— Army--- Wavy---Stocks-- 
Al haunt me in my dreams: and, when I riſe, 
«« The Bank of England /cares my opening eyes. 
«T-fee 


("6 ] 
& 7 ſee---l know ſome dreadful florm is brewing 
Arm all your coaſts---yQUr Navy 18 YOUR RUIN, 130 
I. ſay it ill: but (let me be believ'd) 
In this your hordſhips have been much decei) d. 


cc A NOBLE Doxx affirms, 1 like Hls plan: 8 
never DID, my lords foo] never c. 
Shame on the flanderous breath | which dares inſtill — 135 
« That I, who now condemn, advisd the Ul. 45 
Plain words, thank Heavn! are always underſtood: 
coup approve, I ſaid---but not I WOULD. 

cc ee 70 make the NOBLE DUKE content, 


8 « My View was 2 to SEEM 70 give conſent, 140% 


8 . hile all the world | might fee that wikis leſs was meant.” ] 


While IExVII thus, the rich exhauſtleſs ſtore 
Of Lanspown's rhetoric ponders o'er and oer, 


And, 


And, rapt in happter dreams of future days, 
His patron's triumphs in his own ſurveys, 145 
Admiring barriſters in crowds reſort 
From Figtree---Brick---Hare---Pump---and- Garden Court. 
: Anxious they gaze—and watch with filent awe 

The motley ſon of politics and law. 

Meaawhite, with ſoſteſt nies and courteous bows, 150 


He, graceful bending, greets their ardent vows. 


«© Thanks, generous friends,” he cries, © kind TEMPLARS, 
cc thanks! 195 
( Tho now, with LansDowN's band, your JEKYLL ranks, 
„ Think not, he wholly quits black-lerter cares; 


« Still—ftill the lawyer with the Patgman ſhares,” 155 


C But, 


1 28 ] 
But, fee! the ſhades of night o'erſpread the ſkies ! 
Thick fogs and vapours from the Thames ariſe. 
Far different hopes our ſeparate toils inſpire :_ 
To parchment you, and precedent retire. 
With deeper bronze your darkeſt looks imbrown, 
Adjuſt your brows for the demurring frown : : 
Brood oer the fierce rebutters of the bar, 
And brave the 2 of the gowned war. 
Me, all unpradt d in the baſhful mood, 
. Strange, novice thoughts, and alien cares delude. 
Yes, modeſ} Eloquence ev'n I muſt court 
For once, with mimic VOWs, thy coy ſupport. 
Oh! would ſt thou lend the ſemblance of thy charms | 3 
| Feign d agitations, and aſſum d alarms; - 
Twere all I'd aſk: — but for one day * 
To ape thy downcaſt look thy ſuppliant tone: 


160 


16 3 


170 


To 


(9 
To Naa d bow with heſitating grüce 
Here try to falter there a word miſplace : 
Long-baniſhed bluſhes this pale cheek to teach, 


And act the Wie of a maiden „ 
11.740 . 
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